PETROVKA
Ali Beg will play the piano to us this afternoon," said
Durrant to AH. " His Highness is very anxious to hear
her."
" She requires Httle persuasion to perform/' AH Beg
replied, with a short kugh that emphasized his jealousy.
" She'll accede to your request with alacrity, I'm sure,
unless, of course, she's nervous about performing before
so exalted a personage as His Highness the Maharaja of
Ghanapur. Olga will you be too timid to pky this
afternoon as Mr Durrant suggests ? "
AH Beg's forlorn hope that she might refuse was, at
once, shattered.
"I'll be charmed to do my best to entertain His
Highness," Olga repHed, " but if die Maharaja is a real
critic, as I understood from MrDurrant yesterday, he'll
not tfrmfc much of my pkying. You see/' she turned
from her husband to the EngHshman, " owing to the
War I was compelled to leave off lessons when I was
terribly immature and wasn't able to complete my train-
ing." Tears of disappointment welled into Olga's eyes.
She brushed them away, and managed to smile, but
Durrant noticed them, although he made no comment.
" Come, come," said AH impatiently* " Olga, you
reaHy mustn't bore MrDurrant with your reminiscences.
He'll think you're fishing for compliments."
" I'm extremely grateful to your wife and look forward
to the opportunity of judging of her pkying for myself,"
said Durrant to AH Beg, poHtely, hoping to pacify the
irritable husband. " If half of what I've heard is true,
Madame AH Beg's genius is indeed very great, and there
must be a real treat in store for me. So few EngHsh
people have real musical gifts or take the art seriously."
AH maintained a stubborn silence, but, undaunted,
Dortant continued genially," I suppose I inherit my love
of music from my mother who was French. My father
was EngHsh and I don't think could distinguish one note
from another/* Durrant was anxious to show Olga his